HONGKONG—MACAO
Dr. Greer herself, a white-haired, apple-cheeked lady
of seventy from the Southern States, is, even on casual ac-
quaintance, plainly one of the great figures of the China
Missions. She wears a Chinese robe, with flat-heeled leather
shoes and several pairs of thick woollen stockings. She
welcomed us like long-lost grandsons, clapping her hands
as she chatted, to hurry on the servants in their prepara-
tion of an emergency lunch.
Married to a missionary, but now a widow, she has spent
the whole of her adult life here in Sii-chow, and today her
sons and daughters are also missionaries, working in dif-
ferent parts of the country.
'You saw my clinic as you came by? My husband and I
wanted that bit of ground for twenty years. And here's
how we got it... .'
There had been trouble in the city at that time. Sii-
chow was in the hands of a bandit army. The plot of land
in question had been occupied by bandit-soldiers. Dr.
Greer's husband was in bed, very sick. One night, dozing
beside him, Dr. Greer awoke to see one of the bandits
standing in the corner of the bedroom, holding her hus-
band's revolver. Her first thought was, 'He's going to kill
my husband!' So she rushed at him. They struggled. The
bandit threw her off and dashed out of the room. Dr.
Greer9 s husband woke up, exclaiming that they'd all be
murdered. Dr. Greer hastily gave him his medicine and an
injection; then seized the poker and charged downstairs to
continue the battle. But now she heard screams coming
from her children's room. The bandit had run through it,
dropping the revolver on the bed. 'So back I ran—like an
old hen after her chickens.' Meanwhile, the bandit had
jumped from a window into the garden and escaped. When
Dr. Greer's husband got well he complained to the ban-
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